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view of the Fall: the Protestant doctrine of the utter
corruption and ruin of man's nature had been so
deeply driven into his mind by his grandfather, that
it never wholly worked itself out, and he never attained
to the healthier view of human nature as a compound
of good elements temporarily thrown in disarray.

This view of his appears in papers which are under
my eye, as I write, and in his ballad for a cottage-
wall, on Baptism.

Ah! woe is me! for I have no grace

Nor goodness as I ought:
I never shall go to the happy place,

And 'tis all my parents' fault.

His teaching on the Eucharist he embodied in a
ballad entitled 'Ephphatha.5 An old blind man sits
in a hall at Morwenstow, that of Tonacombe probably.

He asks, and bread of wheat they bring;
He thirsts for water from the spring
Which flowed of old, and still flows on,
With name and memory of St. John.

Bread and water are given him; and, through the
stained windows, glorious rainbow tints fall over what
is set before him. A page looking on him pities the
old man, because:

He eats, but sees not on that bread
What glorious radiance there is shed;
He drinks from out that chalice fair,
Nor marks the sunlight glancing there.

Watch! gentle Ronald, watch and pray!
And hear once more an old man's lay;
I cannot see the morning poured
Ruddy and rich on this gay board;
I may not trace the noonday light
Wherewith my bread and bowl are bright;erving that from man's corrupted nature comes
